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Nostradamus 



\ For three hundred years the Prophecies of Nostradar 
! in a complete English edition has been one of the Worl 
rarest and most wanted books. 

Whenever available, this amazing and inspirational wc 
has fetched hundreds' of dollars. 

This present edition includes all of the original Old Fre: 
Text, an exact literal English Translation and an interp 

than 1,000 Predictions extending into the year 3797 / 
Mr. Henry C. Roberts, the editor, has spent a lifetim 
research in the occult and metaphysical basis of Clairvoya 
Prophecy, and Extra sensory Perception and has used 
work as daily working guide to look into the future. 

The Complete Prophecies of Nostradamus is pr 
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The Gray 
Killer 

i, S..r!l Qttorr.U 

Narrative and Diary of Marion Wheaton, Patient in R Hospital 

from November 15 to November 28, 1928. 

SUCH TERRIBLE THINGS are happening here that I fed the 
need to set them down, as I dare not speak to anyone of my thoughts 
and of my fears. I will go back and begin at the beginning, a few nights 
ago. Later, if there is more to be written — God grant there may not be!— 
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g queerly. "I won't take it. I'm 
11 scream! I'll arouse the whole 


i and shall always 
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no anesthetic when the little boy's newly healed throat was neady cut 
from the outside, so that his head was nearly severed from the trunk, 
and a great pool of blood had washed with red, as though a careless 
painter had smeared his paints, the skylight over the operating-room. 
The skylight? Yes, that was where the body was found, a shapeless 
black blob against the wan-starred sky of early dawn. 
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mind: that I should not leave the hospital at all—not living. I wished 
that I had died of blood poisoning. That is not so dreadful—not nearly 
so dreadful as some other things. 

"I gained just one point—permission to take you out some evening 
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Thursday, November 28. Another weary night has passed and morn¬ 
ing come— a morning of driving rain and wind that howled around the 
hospital's corners like a banshee. It was a fit day for a culmination 
of horrors—though no day could be evil enough for the gruesome dis¬ 
coveries this day has brought forth. 

At 7 in the morning, the hour when the day nurses relieve the night 
shift, I heard one of the girls crying bitterly. There was a good deal of 
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The Gray Killer 27 

with Dr. Zingler, is most natural. She had never sem Dr. Zingler, and 
after she had encountered and conceived a horror of the Killer, Dr. 
Zingler was kept from her room. She naturally felt assured that Miss 
Wurt would have known of the habitual presence of any stranger, and 
so accepted the Killer's statement as to his identity. 

Out of the depths of my anxiety to substantiate Miss Wheaton's story, 
I have done a difficult thing— approached the KilJer in die guise of a 
friend. I obtained—a confession. And before this confession is judged 
to be utterly beyond the bounds of possibility, 1 will ask urgently that 
two things be explained away — the feet of the Killer—and his manner of 
cheating the law. 

The Confession. Never again shall I return home, and it is all in vain. 
Nevertheless, easily can I escape the pit into which I have dug my way. 
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and tripped him. The engines were screaming; as Jack raised his head 
a car's beam thrust into his eyes. He scrabbled at potato peelings and 
sardine tins and struggled to his knees. A foot between his shoulders 
ground him down. The car's light dimmed and vanished. He struggled 
onto his back, cold peel sticking to his cheek, and the foot pressed on 
his heart. The metal closed in the figure's palm. Above him hands dis¬ 
played the tin which he had kicked. The insidious voice said something. 
Rossiter tore at the leg in horror and fury. The black egg bent nearer. 
The foot pressed harder, and the rusty lid of the tin came down toward 
Jack's face. 


Though the bandage was off he could still feel the cut, blazing now 
and then from his temple to his jawbone. He forced himself to forget; 
he banked the living-room fire and opened his book. But it failed to 
soothe him. Don't brood, he told himself savagely, worse is probably 
happening to someone in Lower Brichester right now. If only Harriet 














Jack threw up his hands and whirled into the living-room. 

"Lindsay, Jack's been having a terrible time. The shop was broken 
into last night." 
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into the fog, he retraced his steps. At the corner of the street he saw the 
tog solidify into a striding shape, the figure he expected. His chill in¬ 
tensified. 


"Oh, Jack, can you spare a moment?" he said, knowing that his 
next remark would set the seal on his plan. 

"Why, it's my prodigal brother-in-law!" came in a mist steaming 
from the mouth beside the scar. "I thought Harriet had warned you 
off? I'm in a hurry." 

Again Rice was caught by a compulsion to rush into the house, to 









to a gaping building, rebuilt eventual 
Brichester. Was this the key? Had s 

Rice thought he knew, but he didn't w 






"If you've got something to show me." The scar wrinkled again. 

Bricks were heaped in what had been the garden. Rice could see 

rugated sheet had been peeled back from the doorway; it scraped pain¬ 
fully at Rice's ankle as he entered. 

The light was dim; he gripped his torch. Ahead of him a staircase 
full of holes was illuminated by a shattered skylight. To his right a 
door, one panel gouged out, still hung from a hinge. He hurried into 
the room, kicking a stray brick. 

The fireplace gaped, half curtained by a hanging strip of wallpaper. 
Otherwise the room was bare, no sign that anyone had been here for 
years. Of course the people of the neighborhood didn't have to know 
precisely what was here to be afraid. In the hall tin rasped. He ran 
into the kitchen, ahead on the left. Fog had penetrated through a broken 
window; it filled his mouth as he panted. Opposite the cloven sink he 
saw a door. He wrenched it open, and in the other room the brick dat- 





ambulance howled its way to the hospital. Almost tripping on the brick, 
and passed, and a figure with a gray sock covering its face blocked the 

Rice backed away. No, he thought in despair, he couldn't fail now; 
the fall from the diff hath ended the menace. But already he knew. He 
backed into something soft, and a hand dosed over his mouth. The 
figure plodded toward him; die gray wool sucked in and out. The figure 
was his height, his build. He heard himself saying: "I can always help 
to look after the children." And as the figure grasped a brick he knew 


what face waited beneath the wool. 





Where There's 
Smoke... 


Ly CDo„„a 9 oM Q0.lt 


YEAH, MAC? BILLBOARD? What billboard? Oh, you mean 
the one in Times Square with the man blowing smoke rings ? No, it’s 

HUBERT WHIPPLE WAS the sort of guy you disliked on 
sight. You know the type— short, pudgy, half bald, with all that baby 
hair around the edge of his head, those thick glasses with the steel rims, 
and a voice that made you think of somebody scratching a blackboard. 

He was a success, though, let me tell you. He was one of the best 
billboard painters the East Side (or any Side)ever produced. He could’ve 
been rich, too, but he had a few problems. Well, for one thing, he play¬ 
ed the ponies. He also drank a lot. And to top it all off, he had a chick 
on the side. I suppose all that is pretty normal, but he also had an am¬ 
bition that hassled him something awful. Ambition can be a bad thing. 


was not exactly definite, but La Biela 
that he never demanded more than a 
client was able to pay. 
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row when he started the job. But it was time to share his triumph with 

Toni. 







Fires 

by cfeabury (Quin 




"Tims, FRIEND TROWBRIDGE, this is interesting." Jules de 
Grandin passed the classified page of the Times across the breakfast 
table, that morning in 1926, and indicated one of the small advertise¬ 
ments with the polished nail of his well-groomed forefinger. "Regard 
this avis, if you please, and say if I am not the man." 

Fixing my reading glasses firmly on my nose, I perused the notice 
he pointed out: 



strength not essential, hut 
fearlessness in the face of 
are This is a remarkable i 
remarkable man. A fee up i 
ful prosecution of the case. 
Building. 


eemingly supernatural manifestations 

> SI0,000 will be paid for the success- 
X. 1. Selfridge, Attorney, Jennifer 


De Grand in's round blue eyes shone with elated ant 
put down the paper and regarded him across the cloth, 
it not an apple from the tree of Divine Providence?" 1 
twisting the ends of his diminutive blond mustache fe: 
remarkable man for a remarkable work, do they say? 
Jules de Grandin is that man, nor do I in any wise ini 
You will drive me down to that so generous soliciteur, 
bridge, and we shall together collect from him this ten t 
lars, or may I never hear the blackbirds whisde in tl 
Cloud again." 

"Sounds like some bootlegger advertising for a first 
discouraged, but he would not be gainsaid. 

"We shall go, we shall most certainly go to see this ren 
yer who otters a remarkable fee to a remarkable man, 
rising and dragging me from the table. "Morb leu, my 1 
ment is good, and gold is good, too; but gold and excitem* 
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We went. Half an hour later we were seated across a flat-topped 
mahogany desk, staring at a thin, undersized little man with an over- 

"This seems incredibly good, gentlemen," the little lawyer assured 

"I had hoped to get some ex-service man—some youngster who hadn't 
gotten his fill of adventure in the great war, perhaps— or possibly some 

friend—"to secure a man of your standing is more than I dared hope. 
Indeed, I did not suspect such characters existed outside book covers." 


Ah?" de Grandin murmured noncommittally. "And we are 
e indomitably fearless real estate brokers, perhaps?" 

Not quite," the lawyer laughed, "nothing quite as simple £ 
see, Kedgables is one of the finest properties in the enti 


redoubtable ghost wl 
hundred diousand fi 


t, unfortunately, it possesses one drawback — 
its market value practically nil. It's haunted." 

stare on the attorney. "Parbleu, it will be a 








"hear or see the slightest intimation of anything which is not as it should 
be, you are to ring the bell beside your bed, my friend. Dr. Trowbridge 
and I shall sleep like the cat, with one eye open and claws alert." 


"Not a chance," our host scoffed. "I slept here last night and never 
few of those." 


I MIGHT HAVE SLEPT half an hour or twice that long 
when a gentle nudge brought me wide awake and sitting bolt upright 
in bed. "Trowbridge, Friend Trowbridge," de Grandin's voice came 
through the darkness from across the room, "rise and follow; I think 
I hear Monsieur Aglinberry's alarm bell!" 

matic and flashlight from under my pillow. "All right," I whispered, 


We stole down the hall toward our host's room, and de Grandin 






shoulder. 


high windows in the hall, for a patch of dim moonlight, scarcely more 
than three feet in diameter, lay upon the floor directly beneath the portrait 
of the elder Aglinberry, and against the circle of luminance a thin, almost 
impalpable wreath of smoke seemed drifting before a draft of air from 
the fireplace. I looked again. No, it was not smoke, it was something 
with a defined outline.' It was — it was a wisp of muslin, air-light and 


gazed unbelievingly, son 
moonlight. A pair of n 

mincing and gyrating oi 
still perceptible, the outlin 

hall like a figure dimly s 



lething else seemed slowly taking form in the 
iarrow, high-arched feet and tapering, slender 

n flexible toes, while, fainter than the feet, but 
te of a body as fair as any that ever swayed to 
J against the black background of the darkened 
suggested in an impressionistic painting. Round 
t>ut incredibly graceful dance the vision whirled. 
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pirouetting feet, the tiny, golden bells on the chain anklets sending out 
their faerie music. 


"Morbleu!" de Grandin whispered softly to himself. "Do you see 
it, also. Friend Trowbridge?" 

"I— " I began in a muted voice, but stopped abruptly, for a puff of 
passing breeze must have closed the shutter, cutting off the moonbeam 
as a theatrical spodight is shut oif by a stage electrician. The illusion 
vanished in$tandy. There was no elfin, dancing form before the painted 
likeness- of old John Aglinberry, no sound of clinking anklets in the 
old house. We were just a pair of sleep-disheveled men in bathrobes 
and pajamas standing at a stairhead and staring foolishly into the 
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REDGABLES WAS AN extensive property and we spent the 
better part of the day exploring its farther corners. By nightfall all three 
of us were glad to smoke a sociablepipe and turn in shortly after dinner. 

I was lying on my back, staring straight upward to the high ceiling 
of our chamber and wondering if the vision of the night before had been 





shadow than an actual entity, then seemed to surge forward, to lose its 
sharpness of outline, and blend, mysteriously, with the darkness of the 
night-prowler's form, as though a splash of mercury were suddenly 
thrown upon a slab of carbon. 

A moment the illusion of light-on-darkness held, then a scream of 
wire-edged terror, mingled with mortal pain, shuddered through the 
quiet night as r a lightning (lash rips across a thunder cloud. The climber 
loosed both hands from the window sill, clawed frantically at the empty 
air above him, then hurtled like a plummet to the earth, almost at our 

Our flashlights shot their beams simultaneously on the fallen man's 
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as we reached his side, revealing the features of Nikolai Brondo- 
the gipsy Aglinberry had ordered off the place that morning, 
t it was a different face from that the Romany had displayed when 
tening Aglinberry or attempting to conciliate de Grandin. The eyes 
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in that we did dare defy, varna and love, when such a love is for- 






ing from ordinary dementia, I'd — " 

"Very good, very good, my friend," deGrandin replied as he handed 
his plate to Aglinberry for further replenishment. "I shall be delighted to 
look at your patient this morning. Par bleu, a madhouse will be 
a pleasant contrast to this never enough to be execrated place!" 

"He likes my house," Aglinberry commented to Dr. Wiltsie with a 
sardonic grin as we rose and prepared to go the sanitarium. 

THORNWOOD SANITARIUM WAS A beautiful, remodeled 

except that the park about the house was enclosed in a high stone wall 
topped with^a chevaux-de-frise of barbed wire. 

"How's Mary Ann, Miss Underwood?" Wiltsie asked as we entered 
the spacious central hall and paused at the door of the executive office. 

morning, but the dosage has to be increased each time, and the medicine 
doesn't seem to hold as well." 

"H'm," Wiltsie muttered noncommitally, then turned to us with an 
anxious look. "Will you come to see the patient, gendemen? You, too, 
Aglinberry, if you wish. I imagine this'll be a new experience for you." 
Upstairs, we peered through the small aperture in the door barring 

cot for a person in perfect heath. There was neither the emaciation nor 
not even a flaccidity of the mouth as the girl lay asleep. 

to the vermin which seem naturally to gravitate to the insane in spite 
of their keeper's greatest care, and she was clothed in a simple muslin 





increased constantly." 

occurred to you to employ hypnotics? Hyoscin, by example?" 

"By George, it didn't!" Wiltsie confessed. "Of course,*hyoscin would 
act as a cerebral sedative, but we'd never thought of using it." 

"Very well, I suggest you employ a hypodermic injection of hyoscin 

of his shoulders, but Aglinberry, moved by that curiosity which is akin 
to fascination felt by the normal person regarding the insane, looked past 
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" Out, Monsieur," de Grandin agreed moodily as we went down the 
stairs, "you do well to pity her, for the intelligence— the very soul of her 
— has been dead these many years; only her body remains alive, and — 

to graft the healthy intelligence animating a sick body into that so healthy 
body of hers, what an economy!" He lapsed into moody silence, which 
remained unbroken during our drive back to Redgables. 

THE SUN HAD GONE DOWN in a blaze of red against 
the western sky, and the pale new moon was swimming easily through 




"Yes, I know v 
ghost-woman will 




"Ha, can I not?" the little Frenchman's teeth gleamed in the moon¬ 
light. "My triend, you do not know Jules de Grandin. There is no lunacy 
commission in the world to which I can not prove her sanity. I do pro- 

is not to be lighdy sneeze upon, I do assure you !' 1 

To Aglinberry he said: "Pick her up, my friend; pick her up and bear 
her to the house, lest the stones bruise her tender feet. Dr. Trowbridge 
and I will follow and protect you. Par bleu" — he glared defiantly about 
him — "me, I say nothing shall separate you again. Lead on!" 

"FOR HEAVEN’S SAKE, DE GRANDIN," I besought as we 
followed Aglinberry and the girl toward the house, "what does this all 

"Morbleu," he nodded solemnly at me, "it means we have won ten 
thousand dollars, Friend Trowbridge. No more will the ghost of that so 
pitiful Hindoo woman haunt this house. We have earned our fee." 

"Yes, but—" I pointed mutely toward our host as he strode through 
the moonlight with the girl in his arms. 

"Ah—that?" he laughed a silent, contented laugh. "That, my friend. 



Parbleu, but she has fulfilled her vow! Always have the other members 
of Aglinberry's family been unable to live in this house, because they were 






<n, (5a,., J. /} ran Jin 
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The Hansom 
Cab 

l, OCe» S’orl., 


CLABBITTS WAS ROARING DRUNK, and despite O'Flaherty's 
admonitions had become ungovernable. He had finally pinched a passing 
cigarette girl and they had been unceremoniously ejected. Now the young 
man lurched up Fifth Avenue towards Central Park. It was still relatively 

berth. Sighing, O'Flaherty followed after him. Fmtertaining out-oi-town 
buyers was ordinarily a frightful bore, an unpleasant but necessary part 

"C'mon, ol 1 boy," Clabbitts waved him, "wanta ride in one of those 
horse-drawn carriages like I've read about. Clear the head, then back at 
'em." The barking laugh of a wire-haired terrier. 


They were in the fifties, where the cabs could usually be found moving 
up and down, picking up and discharging tourists, young lovers. O'Flah¬ 
erty recalled having utilized their services himself in several amours. 
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O'Flaherty could not see his face with the high collar turned up and he 
thought it strange on such a warm evening, but then Clabbitts' grinning, 
whiskey-red face reappeared, and called, "Hey, pops, look what we have 
here. A sweet young thing to join us on our ride. Come on.' " 

There were limits. He was not about to spend the night in the tank, 
courtesy of New York's finest, for being accessory to the molestation of 
some young woman in Central Park. He could see his wife's face when 
she saw the papers and O'Flaherty jumped up on the running board 
and grasped Clabbitts' arm firmly. 

us in trouble for ... " His voice was caught in mid-air when he looked 
inside. Clabbitts half-sat on the cushioned seat, his other arm encircling 
the slender waist of a beautiful young Irish girl clad in a long pink 

smiling, her eyes bright, and she did not seem in the least afraid. 

"I'm very sorry, miss," he said, "if my friend has disturbed you. 
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1903." His mind whirled. It was impossible. The paper crinkled fresh 
from the presses that day or the day before at the latest. 

And now he was aware that the cab's speed had increased appre¬ 
ciably. The horse was at a gallop and they fairly flew along, the trees 
of the park flashing by. Neither Clabbitts nor the girl seemed to notice. 


engrossed as they were in one another. Something was very wrong here; 
he sat at her knee, listening to tales of the old country, thirty years be- 




there when I come by this morning, so I just assumed he'd caught a 
cab over here..." 


They wouldn't be seening the brash Mr. Clabbitts again — swallowed 
up by the big city, so to speak. It was indeed a long ride they were 
taking and he thought sadly of the girl. Such a pretty dress, just to be 
laid out in. 
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daring. I built castles and dreamed dreams. My physique chained 


Excluded from the world oi 
plans for pyramids, comman 
Alexander's closest adviser. 

"I am trying to convey to y 
actively, physically, intensely, 
of ancient history in a small mi 
obscurely until two years ago. 






ginian antique? But when I deciphered that writing it all came to me at 
last What drama! 

Herein by the Eockim, the Dead; the %aimph of TaniL The 
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"Do you understand how that box had been sealed? Think of it! 
They had created a vacuum that had lasted for over two thousand years ! 
And that was part of the knowledge that Rome destroyed. 

"Do you remember Flaubert's attempt at a description of the Veil 


it: 'It was bluish — hke night; yellow—like 
; sun; harmonious, diaphanous, glittering 
e of the goddess, the sacred Zaimph, which 











rub upon my hands. When I was ready I was ushered in through magni¬ 
ficent corridors of flagstone and alabaster to a high ceiled apartment. 


I was taken through many rooms. 

"But at last I stood before a great dais supported by unspeakable 
figures and shaped in the form of a great belly. Upon this dais, in a 
milk white robe with crimson facings, sat Eochim. At his feet upon the 
platform was the box of the Veil of Tanit. He bade me sit. 


"'My friend,' he said, 'consider your situation carefully. You are 
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here with one associate, the high priest of the Moloch. You are com¬ 
pletely in my power. 

'"Know then that you are destined for a terrible death. That is 
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interview with him. 

"Ahrim, he informed me, was recovering from the wound. It was 
now impossible for me ever to return to Al-Khartoug. Eochim had 
brought the box with him. He pleaded with me to return the Veil. 

chim. When I am wearing it f feel like a P god. Without it life would 

of nothing. And I refuse to be nothing if I can help it. I have been 
that for close to fifty years. Others have climbed the ladder, others 
have fulfilled their lives. I have the same reight despite the form in 
which I was cast. I will do only this for you. I will make a will in which 

"For a long time he didn't speak. When he did at last his words 


were charged with fate, with fate, with prophecy. 

" 'My friend,' he said, 'you are living in a fool's paradise. Tanit 
is playing with you, for she has her playing moods. And you are 
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the cauldron 
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Coming Next Issue 



THE DOGS OF DOCTOR DWANN 
by Edmond Hamilton 
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Have You Seen Our Companion Publications? 


If your newsdealer is sold out, or does not stock them, here's a remedy; 



HEALTH KNOWLEDGE, Inc., 140 Fifth Avenue 
New York, New York 10011 


MAGAZINE OF HORROR, $2.50 for a 6-issue subscription. 

FAMOUS SCIENCE FICTION: #1, #2, *3, #4, #5, #6, #7, #8, 60c 

WORLD-WIDE ADVENTURE: #1, #2, #3, #4, #5, #6, 60c each; #7 
-50c; encircle numbers desired. (Minimum order for WWA alone, $1.10). 

Noma 


.State & Zip No. 


City 
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Reader's Preference Page 

(there's more space on the flip side) 
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